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the Queen stood with a hand half
lifted, arrested. Ier blue eyes were
allve with tho crossing and weaving
of swift Ideas, and then with a catch
of her breath she laughed at him
lika & pleased child. “Doctor, you are
n vary clever man,” ehe sald, “To
gethor we are golng to save the
Prince."

The wvivacity of the schoolgirl of
Madame de Campan flashed for a mo-
ment into ber manner, warmad to sud-
den life by the joy of hope. The doc-
tor walted, enchanted, bewildered, to
hear his cleverness explained, but Hor-
tense did always the unexpected thing.

“I'm not going to tell you," she sald,
“At least not till 1 have to—not till
tomorrow at all evonta, But all today.
as you visit your patlents you may
think that you are saving the Prince
from his enemles—and tomorrow you
may know how. Goodby, Doctor,” and
puzgled and pleased, the phygleian
Was gone,

“S8end Fritz to me,"” the Queen or-
dered, and o moment later the young
man who was for years the confiden:
tial servant of Hortense, who Kknew
more of the history of her mliddle
years, perhaps, than any other, stood
before her, “Fritz, when does a packet
pall for Corfu?”" she demanded.

Fritz Rickenbach considered it his
business to know everything., “To-
night,” your Majesty."

“You will sea that the luggage of

Prince Louis 1s on board, and that a

carriage Is ready to take him there”
she ordered.

“But yes, your Majesty,” Fritz still
stood regarding her seriously., “It s
a great happiness to me, yvour Majesty,
that his Highness is well enough to
travel.”

I'ritz knew perfectly that there was
n complication somewhere, and he
wanted to know what It was, His
curiosity was patent, but his deep in-
terest in the affairs of his people
could not be an Impertinence, and the
Quean gmliled at him.

“You shall know about it, Fritz."
she sald, “The Austvians are com-
ing. The Prince can not be moved.
If they take him, it means death, They
must believe that he Is gone, and it
is for you and me to make them be-
Heve it, Fritz, You must get a pass-
port signed by all of the authoritios—
that Is easy today,; you must engage
his place in the packet for tonight!
yon must toll the servants—tell every
one—ihnt the Prinee goes to Corfu.
and you must gee that the proper lug-
gage 15 on board. It will be known
that 1 stay, but they will not molest
an {1 womun, Do you understand the
plan, Fritg?"

“But yes, vour Muajesty,'
sweroed w'.fh' his face ulight,

And so the packet salled for Corfu,
aml all day before the salling the
servants of Hortengse moved busily
hetwoen the palace and the boat, car
rying luggage and making arrange
ments, And only one or two knew
the secret that Prinee Louis Bonnparte
had not suiled in the packet but lay
toesing with fever In a little room
bevond his mother's, carried there lor
greater privacy by Fritz and the doe-
tor.

Two days later, as the Queen sat
quietly Yy her boy's bedside, ehe heard
that the vanguard of the Austrians
had cntered the clity, and almost at
once Fritz ¢ame to tell her that the
palace in which she was staying had
beett chiosen for the resldence of the
general commanding, The probability
of this had not entered her mind; It
seemed the last straw, The Austrian
officer demaonded the Queen’s own

Fritz an-

chamber for his chief, but when the
ateward's wife told him the name of
the lady who was In the rooms which
had not been glven up, he bowed deep-
Iy and gald not " word. It was another
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Francols Was on His Knes by the
Bedside.

of that trotherhood senttered over Eu-
rope—the friends of Hortense; It was
an officer who had protected her yoars
before at Dijon.

Ho for a week they lived slde by
slde with thelr enemles and only a
fow fget lay between the Prince and
ecapture, for his room was next that
of the Austrlan general, with but a
double door heétween. It was a life
of momentary gnxlety, for the Quesn
feured cach time the invalid spoke

that they might recognize a man's
volee; when he coughed she turned
white. Pput at the end of the week

Loulz was at last well enough to go.
He was to leave Ancona disgulsed as
one of his mother's lackeys, the young
Marquls Zappl waes to put on another
livery, and over the frontier thoy ware
both te change and be the sons of
Hortense traveling on the English-

TAR'S PRKEPOTT,

word was brought that a messenger
of the marquis wished to eee the
Queesn,

“Let me meec him too, my mother,”
the sllent, grave young man begged.
“It may be that I can help you. 1
wish to help.” .
+In & momeént Fritz introduced a
slight alert person whose delicate face
was made remarkable by a palr of
eyes large and brilllant and full of
vislonary shadows, yet allve with fire,
One saw firet those uncommon eyes
and then the man., If they lad not
been entirely concerned with his mes-
sage they might have remarked that
ho trembled ss he looked nt the
Prince's face; that his volee shook as
he answerad the Quosn's gquestion.

“I have the unhappinesa, yéur Maj-
enty, to bring you bad news,” he said.
speaking to her, but stlll gazing ea-
gerly at the Prince. “The Marquis
Zappl, my employer, is 1ll. He was
taken suddenly Inst night, and today
iz much worse, and there is no chance
‘that he can travel with your Muajesty
tomorrow."”

The Queen threw out her hauds with
a gesture of hopelessneas. “What can
we do?" ghe exclaimed. “Am I to plan
and plan and have alwaya an uncon-
querable obstaecle? Can I not save
my boy? 1 might have known that
evérything seemed too bright thia
morning, too good to be true, Yet it
is not possible that after all they
should®'—she looked at her son; her
courage came springing back., “They
shall not take you,” und her eyes
flashed deflanco at a world af enemies,
and she went over nand threw her arm
about his neck. “Louis, don't let your-
sell be exclited, dearest.
not take you. 1 can pave you,"

It was as If ahe put o spur to her
brain; there was a moment's silence
and the two lads watched her brows
drawing together under the concentra-
tion of her bridn,

"Of course,” she sald suddenly, and
lughed—a  spontaneous laughter
which seemed to flood her with youth-
fulness, She turned. her blue glance
swiftly on the newcomer, the slender
boy with the Ilnminous eves. “"You are
in the employ of the Marquis Zappl,
monsieur?”

“Put yes, vour majesty. I am the
gecretary of Mongieur e Marquis ™
She paused o second, seomed to take
stock of the young man, of his looks,
his bearing, his nccent,

“You are French, [Have you a sym-
pathy with the family of my son, with
the Bounapartesa?”

It was as if @ door had been opened
into a furnones, 80 the cyes blazed
“Your majesty, I would mive my life
for his highness” he sald quietly, The
impasgsive face of the young prince
turned toward the speaker, nnd the
half-shut heavy glance, which had the
Napoleonle giflt of holding a picture,
rested on him attentively, Louls Bona:
parte seamed to remember something.

“What Is your name, monsleur?” he
asked, and it might have been noticed
that his hend lifted a little from the
plllow sy he walted for the answer.

“Francols Beaupre, sire.” The young
man feemed to be out of breath.
"Sire!” Louls Napoleon repeated. And
tien, "1 have seen you before. Where
wne it? Not in Rome—not in Switzer-
land—ah!” Hls hand flew out, and
with that Francols was on hia knee hy
the bedside, and had kissed the out:
etretched thin fAngors, and the prince's
other hand was on his shoalder
ternally.

“The old chatean of Vieques—my
playfellow, Francols. 1 told you then
| was going to remember, didn't 17"
Louix Napoleon demanded,, laughing
boyishly, “Mother, he saved my life
from the falling wall. Do you remem
ber the story of my runaway trip?
And Hortense, smiling, delighted to
gsee her sad-faced boy so pleased and
exhilarated, did remember, and was
gracious and grateful to the young
Frenchman, It {8 a good omen lo
have you come to us today,” she eald
with all the dazzling charm which she
knew how to throw into & sentence.
And then, eager with the beadlong
zeat of a hunter for tha game, eshe
caught the thread which wove luto the
pattern of her scheming, “You would
risk something to save him, would
you not? You will take the place of
the marquis and travel with us, tomor-

row, and help me carry away the
prince to safety 7"
The dark young face was pale.

“Your majesty, it {s a happiness 1 had
not dared to hope for yet,"

"Yet?" the prince demanded laconle
nlly. He saved words always, this lad,
but he alwaye sald hie thought.

The other boy's face turned to him,
and he answored very simply., “But
yes, your highness. [ have known al-
wauys that 1 should have u part In your
highness' fate."

In the gray dawn of the next morn-
ing there was n slight stir through the
palace, und out between the lines of
drowsy Austrlan sentinels passed a
procession of whose true character
thoy were far from aware, else history
had changed. The guard watched the
departure; the sick lady—Hortenge—
lnte queen of Helland, ne they all
knew more or less clearly, drove away
slowly in her traveling ealeehs, and on
the box wns o young man in the lv-
ery of a groom whom no one of the
half-awake soldlers knew for Prince
Louls Napoleon; In the middle of
the secoad carringe sat anuvther youth
of two or three years younger who
was, the queen’s servants had been
told, the Marquls Zappl. Their pass-
ports were examined und they went
through the gates of the city without
awakening the least suspleion.

Not once lnmll tlr dramatio
of escapes and disgy oro
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They shall r

; mmc'. horse held by a groom un-

Louls and {he sham marquis to drop
thelr liverles and travel as the sons
of the English woman for whom thelr
passport was made out. The clothes
which Beaupre was to wear had be-
longed to the young man dead at Forll
~—Louls Bonaparte's brother—and as
he presented himself dressed in them,
he saw the painful flush which crept
upon the prince's face,

“'Your\ highnees, | am sorry,” he
stammered. "It {s grief to me.” And
then he threw himself impulsively on
his knees by the mlde of Louls' chair.
“My prince, | wear them with rever-
ence,” he sald, and then, hesitating, he
added: *“Perhaps 1 would seem loss
unworthy If your highness knew that,
mere secretary as 1 am, | am yet more.
I am noble. 1t is not eimple Francols
Beaupre whom you honor, but a man
created chevalier by the sword of the
emperor.”

The dull eyes of the prince shot n
glance between drooping llds, "What
is it you mean, monsieur?” he de
manded, But at the moment the queen
entered the room, and the lads sprang

There Was a Hubbub of Voices.

to thelr feet, Her eyes caught the
picture of the young Frenchman In his
new dress at onee; they opened wide
and then filled with tears.

“Loouls, Louis!" she cried, and laid
her hand on hils arm. "He looks llke
him; ho looks lika Napoloon!™

A deferentinl knock sounded at the
door, Francols sprang to it, and the
Iandlord stood In the opening, bowing
eluborately—a soldlery old man with
ihick grizzled halr.

“A thousand pardons for disturbing
miladl and the messieurs,” and miladi
amilled forgivenesa.  “Might an  old
soldier of the emperor dare to say that
one could not help knowing the em-
peror's kinsmen?' He bowed low
agaln o both boya ullke, and again
Hortonge smiled at him. It was com-
forting to know that the two seemed
brothers to the world In genoral, and
she wns so used to recognition and
loyalty now that they appeared to be-
long together. “Might an old soldier
of the emperor dare to show miladi—
her majesty—and the highnesses, the
sword which the emperor hlmself had
touched, the sword which he, Jean
Gredin, an old culrassier of the guard,
had carried in four battles? Thore
was a little story of the sword, a story
also of the wonderful goodness of the
emperor, which miladl—her majesty—
permitting, he would like to tell to her,
ns also to the highnesses.'

And, her majesty permitting, and
the boys pleased and interested, the
old cavalryman brought the sword and
drew It from its sheath and gave it to
each of them to haudle, and called on
them to remurk how It wax as keen
and bright as (L had ever been at Ulm
or Austerlitz. He clearcd his throat,
strongly, for the tale.

“Miladl—her majesty—permitting,”
he began, “It was on & day two daye
after the great battle of Austerlitz
The country, as her majesty and the
highnesses will remember, wo# in n
most dangerous condition. Desperate
bands—" Why was it the landlord
stopped?

The party, caught by theée fervor of
his manner, stared at him, annoyed as
the tale of the emperor, promising so
well, halted at lta beginning. The
man stood as If drawn to his tiptoes,
every muscle tense, his head turned
toward the doorway, listening.

And suddenly they were aware of a
stir, n growlng nolse; there wera gal-
loping horses; there was a jingle of
harness, and volces coming nearer.
With a step backward the landlord
fiashed n glance from wunder bushy
brows down the corridor, through the
open door at the ond, which gave, on
the court of the inn,

“Mon dieu!”" He faced the three,
standing startled. He spoke fast and
low. *“Madame, It Is n squad of Aus-
trian soldiers; they are upon us, What
can we do?' He hesitated only a sec-
ond, “Bleu-bley—my horse—saddled
under the tree yonder-if one of the
princes—if the prince—" He glanced
uncertainly from yue lnd to the other.

Hut the game was out of his hands,
Quicker hands than his had canght the
pluy, Francols Beaupre, the saber of
the old cavalryman gleaming in his
grusp, sprang to the doorway.

“It 18 monsleur there who I8 the
prince,” he explained rapidly to the
landlord. “Hide him, take care of him
—1 will draw them away. When thay
are gone, see that the prince and the
queen escape, Thal is for you; you
are responsible.”

There was the rush of a flying figure
down the hallway, snd out Francols
flashed across a broken line of a dozen
dismounted riders, stralght toward the

aq-th. There was a shock of
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threw himeell on the horse, A sol-
dler caught at the bridle. The naked
gword twinkled and the man was un-
der Bleu-bleu's feet. For a second
thera was a vortex of men and a fran-
tic horse, and riding the storm a buoy-
ant figure of fury, flashing a blade,
with Infinlte swiftness, this way and
that. Then horse and lad shot out
from the living canvns, streaked the
background of trees a second and were
gone, and the Austrian troopers seram-
bled Into thelr saddles to follow.

Through sun-spotted, breeze-tossed
woods tore the chame; across a road
and over a4 low fence, and still Fran-
cols led, but the heavy horsos gained.
It was a hopeless hunt, for the land-
lord's molint was no match for the
big cavalry horses, yet the rider's
light weight and clever horsemanship
counted, and it was fully four miles
from the Inn when Bleu-bleu stumbled
and fell at a ditech, and Francols
pltched over his head, His lead was
short by now, and they were on him
in a moment, In & mass; he was selzed
by a dozen burly Austrians.

The leader took a sharp look at him
n8 he stood panting, staring defiantly.

“What is this? the Austrian de-
manded sternly, and wheeled to o
trooper In a bunch., “Friedrich, thou
knowest the cub of the Bonapartes, Is
this lad ha?"

And Friedrich lunged forward, gasp-
ing, for he had run his horee hard, and
shook hie head. “No, my captain, |
bave never seen this one”

The boy looked from one to anoth.
er of the threatening group, smiling,
composed In spite of his gquick breath-
ing. The captaln took a step close to
him and shook his fist in his face.

“You have fooled us, you young
game-cock, have you? But walt. Do
vou know what we will do to you, you
bantam of a Frenchman? Do you know
how we will treat you lor this, we Aus-
trians?"

Color deepened in his checks, and
Francois drew up his figure magaid-
cently.

“You may do what you like, Mes-
sleurs,” he sald gally, “It I8 for you:
my part Is done. ‘The prince I8 safe.”

CHAPTER X1V,
After Flve Years,

The window of the cell was small,
but it was low enough g0 that & man
standing could see from it the wvast
gky and the sep-line slx miles away,
and, by leaning close to the bars, the
Wil that sloped down into wonded
country: beyond that the sand of the
shore. The faller stood close by the
Httle window In the stormy sunset lor

| know
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t#poke slowly, “I thought it was my
friend—my best friend,” he explained
gently.

“Will .the signor take the doctor's
medicine?" Dattlsta asked then, not
much notleing the words, for the slek
man was clearly light-headed, yot with
a certain pleasant throb of memory
which alwnys moved within him at the
name of Pletro. It happened that the
namo stood for some one dear to the
Jaller also. The signor took the medi
cine at onea, like a good child.

“Will it make me better, do you
think, Battlsta?" he asked earnestly.

“But yes, signor; the doctor Is
clever.” '
“l want to be better; 1 must get

well, for T have work to do ns soon
a8 | come out of prison.”

“Burely, slgaor. ‘That will be soon
now, 1 thini, for it is five yeuars; they
will Int you go soon, 1 belleve,” Bat .
tista lled kindly.

“You arn good to me, Battista,” the
boy sald, “"and just now you gave me
a great pleasure, It warms me yet to
think of it, for, you see, [ thought vou
wero Pletro—my dear Pletro—the
Marguis Zappl.”

Hattista, breathless, sitared, stams
mered, “Whom—whom did you eay,
algnor?”

But the prisoner had flnshed into,
renzon. The coler went out of hils face
as the tide ebbs. “Battista, did 1 say
aname? BEattista—you will not betray
me—you will not repeat that name? [
would naver have sald It but that 1
was not quite steady. 1 must have
been out of my head; | have never
spoken his name before in this place
Oh, If 1 should bring danger to him!
Battista, for God's sake, you will not
ropeat that name?™

Battista spoke low, glancing at the
heavy iron door of the ecell, “"God for
bid, signor,” he whispered, “that 1
should speak, here in his own castle,
the name of my young master."” o

There was a long stlence. The pris.
oner and his juiler gazed at each other
as If saying things beyond words,
Then the boy pit out hid long hot fin-

germa uand caught the man's sleeve.
“Dattista,” he murmured, ﬂatl[ntn
—i8 that true? Is It possible? Do 30!.1

my Pletro™

“Know him, signor?” Dattigtn’s deep
volee was unstiendy,
sorved lils
The man was shuking with a loyalty
long pent up, but Francols Hfted his

|

head, leared on his elbow, nnd looked |
at him thoughtfully.
"“Iiat, Haitista, I know yon now; he

has gpoken to me of you;
son, the little Dattista,
bodyservant when they

ft was your
who wns his
were  chil

# better light as e dropped the med)- | dren?™

cine

“One—two,"”
carefully up to nine, and then glanced
nt the prisoner on hia cot In the cor:
ner, who tossed, and talked rapldly
disjointedly. “it is high time that the
doctor saw him,"” the jaller spoke, half
aloud. *If the governor had been here
this would not have been allowed to
run on. | nm gled the governor is
coming back."”

With that the prisoner threw off the
cover from his shoulders and &st up
suddenly, with wild bright eyes star
ing at the Jaller,

“Pletro!" he ealled in astonlshment
“Why, my dear old Pletro!” and flung
out his handa cagerly toward the man,
and would have sprung from the bed
to him,

But the jaller was at his side and
held him down, yet gently. “Be gulet,
signor,” he sald respectfully. "It I8
only old Battista; you will see if you
look, Only Battista, who has taken
onre of you these five vears.”

The brilllant dark eyes stared at
him hungrily; then with a sigh the
light went out of them and the head
fell on the pillow.

“Ah, Battlsta,” he sald, “my good
Battista.” A smlile full of a subtle
charm made the worn face bright, He

.
he eounted the drops
{ what eastle this was:

*Yes, slgnor.”
“1 did not dream of It; | never knew
I nover dreamed
of Castleforte; you would not tell me”
“I could not, sigunor, It was forhid.
den, It Is forbidden, I am risking
my life overy minute,*
“io, Battista,” and Francols pushed

him away with weak honds. “Go quick
ly-~you have been here oo long
There might be susplelon. 1 could not

live if | brought trouble on you."

“It Is right so far, signor,” Battista |
answered, "It 18 known you are |[ll;
1 must ecare for the slek ones a littla
But I had better go now."

With that he siipped to hls kneea
nnd lifted the feverish hands to his !
Hps, *“The [riend of my young mas.
ter,” he sald simply, but his volee
broke on the words. The traditional
faithfulness of centuries was strong in
Battista; the Zappis had been good
musters; one had been cared for and
contented always; one was terrorized
and ground down by these “Austrian
swine;" the memory of the old mas
ters, the pergonallty of anyone cone
nected with them, was sacred. Dattla.

tn bowed his head over the hands In
his own, then he stood up.
“I shall be back at bedtime, signor,”
he sald quietly, and was gone.
(TO BE CONTINUED.)

“AMy fathera have |
for eight huandred years” |

SIGKNESS

Quickly Yielded To Lydia ls
Pinkham's Vegetable
Compound.

Baltimore, Md. — “‘I am more than
.lud to tell what E. Pinkham's
. egetable Com-

Lydis E. Pinkham's
ng;tllblc Com=
pou took jt reg-
ularly until F
without a cramp or
pain and felt like
another person, and
it has now been six months since 1 took
any medicine at, all. 1 hope littla
note will asaist you in helping other wo-
men. I now feel perfectly well and in
the best of health.' — Mrs, Avgust

timore, Md.

Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetable Com-
Emmd. made from native roots and

erbs, contains no narcotic or harmful
drugs, and to-day holds the record of
being the most successful remedy for
female illa we know of, and thounsands
of voluntary testimonisls on file in the
Pinkham laboratory at Lynn, Mass,,
seem to prove this fact.

For thirty years it has been the stand-
ard romedy for female ills, and haa re-
stored the health of thousands of women
| who have been troubled with such ail-
ments as displacements, inflarnmation,
ulceration, tumors, irregularities, ete.

If you want special advice
write to Lydia E. Pinkham Med=-
fcine Co., (confidential) Lynn,
| Mass, Your letter will be opened,
read and answered by n woman
and held in strict confidence.

Imprcved Typewrlur Kcyn.

Safety speed keys equipped with
egprings and cushions for typewriters
have been devised, which are sald to
increase the key area, thus lessening
the chances for striking wrong keys,
and reducing the jar and wear on both
muchines and operators.

Dr, Pierce’s Pleasant Pellets régulate
and invigorate stomach, liver and bowels,
Bugar-coated, tiny gr.lmiles Easy to take
as candy, Adv.

Well, Does It?

France Is considering a new method
of checking lier falling birth rate.
Bvery male head of s family would
have by this arrangement as many
votes as he represents persons—-"two,
ff married without children: three,
four, five, ete, If he has one, [weo,
three children who do not themselves
vote." “This,” adds our Informant,
“Thae Hritlsh Merlecal Journal,” “seems
logical.”

Be Interested In Something,
Many persons waste thelr energios
and time by taking a sham Interest in
lif¢ or some phage of it. They pre
tend they are Interested in art, mpslo
books, because their friends are u&'ur-

W. KonNpNeRr, 1632 Hollins Street, Bal-

csted or they devote themselves to 3

charity Yecause It Is expectad of
thenm.

No one grows oll so fast or unnat-
triactively as those whose minds are
innctive, You can prove for yourself
that this must be go. Let your mind
become passive for 1 moment and
vou will note how the faw drops, the
| facial muscles sag and the éyes grow
dim, Imagine the effoet of a mind
never, or only spusmodically, active.
Verily to be interested i to keep the

mind alert, and that spells youth.

Plutocrat ve. Nobleman.

A prominent soclety matron, apro-
| pos of an Internationul marrlage that
had ended badly, said:

“This Seoundrelly. foreigner ought to
-have been treated at the start as old
Gebsa  Golde treated the Vicomte
1'Olgnon,

“The Viecomte I'Oignon, presenting
himself at Golde's cream-colored pal
ace In Fifth avenue, demunded the
hand of Miss Lotta.

“0ld Gobsa Golde shook his head
and pursed his lips. Then, with a
kindly smlile, drawing out his wallet,
he sald:

'O, noy 1T ean’t give you my
daughter. That Is asking too much.
Here, however, are half & dozen soup
tickets."™

Philadelphia has established a new
city bureau to care for transportation
matters and profects. !

VALUE OF PROPER SPELLING

Attribute Highly Valued in Commer
clal Life, and ls a Sense to
Be Developed.
Good spelling and intelligent pune
tuation are the accomplishments that
keep many gray-halred women draw-

ing good salaries as stepographers In |

downtown offices, The manager of a
typewriting office from which are sent
hundreds of stenographers makes no
gecret of the fact that good spellers
Are secarce,

“We had n customer eomo in the
other day,” sald the manager, "who
had evidently had a run of hard luck
In the spelling lpe. He wanted a
woman who could spoll.  ‘No matter
it she's crogseyed fmd has a hunch
on her back,’ he =ald, ‘If she can spell
and write an Intelligent letter.” While
thia was a rathor extreme case 1%
shows that employers are beginning
to grow lmpatient ovaér the careless
spelling of today."”

Another office sending ou! many ste-
nographers has n series of test lotters
prepared espoclally with  spelllng
catehes for the uwnwary. Common
words, famous as pitfalls for careless
-hllm are strown | t mn

i lotters.

word parallel reduces many of the
applicants to a state of discourage
ment.

“Good spelling Is a pretty suro ﬁl&‘.l'lr
of mental aleriness,” sald a business |
man with several offices and many |
stenographers, "1 find that if one of |
our stenographers s naturally a good
speller she |s Interested In the cor
rect gpolling and use of new words !
that como to her attention o reading
or in dictation, Now hs a matter of
fact it & no small job to keep up with
the spelling of the hundreds of new |
words.

“Our oldest stenographer and nu:l
best speller keops on her desk a It
tle book not more than an inch lhiok.i
but it hus more fral aids 1o poor spall
ers than anything I've ever scen. She
doosn’t usd it much, but everybody
e¢lae does."—Chleago Record-Herald.

“Rabbit Drives" Advocated,
The western farmer dislikes t!lc|
coyole, and a bounty s offerea fol
ita pelt; the result ia that the coyotes
have greatly diminished. But, says
tha Portland Oregonian, the killing of
tha coyotes hns resulted In a great
Increase of rabbits; many exparl
ments have been made to diminlsh
uulr number by Inoculating them with
dh but without satisfactory

Appetite
Finds Ready
Satisfaction

In a bowl! of

Post
Toasties

and Cream.

This, crisp bits of In- )
dian Corn—cooked and !
toasted so that they have a !
delicious flavour—




